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A Wicky and O'Shawnessy Story 
By Rod Reed 
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MR. Burke sat in his easy chair near the 
radio reading the carbon copy of a neat- 
ly typed letter. As he read, he smiled. He 
seemed very pleased with himself. His son, 
Wicky, entered the room and stood for sev- 
eral seconds in silence. Wicky's big, bushy 
dog, O'Shawnessy, sat on the floor beside his 
master — his head cocked, his eyes quizzical. 
Finally the boy spoke. 
"Are you very busy. Dad?" 
"Huh?" exclaimed Mr. Burke, as if startled. 
"Why, no, son. As a matter of fact, I was just 
reading over this letter I sent to the Phone 
and Fortune radio program. They're going to 
announce the prize winner tonight. I suppose 
I don't really have a chance, but it isn't a bad 
letter, if I do say so myself, O'Shawnessy," 
on hearing his name, the big dog lumbered 
over and was given a friendly pat on the head, 
"it's all about you." 

"About him?" Wicky was interested. 
"Why, yes," said Mr. Burke. "They are 
giving a prize for the beet letter about a dog 
hero. I told them of the time O'Shawnessy 
rescued you from drowning. They will an- 
nounce the name of the winner on the pro- 
gram tonight, and if the winner phones the 
station right away, he will get the first prize." 
"What's that?" 

"A year's supply of dog food and a new 
automobile." 

"Gee!" exclaimed the boy. "And what if he 
doesn't hear the program and doesn't call up?" 

"That's his hard luck," smiled Mr. Burke. 
"Then all he gets is a consolation prize — one 
dog biscuit and a windshield wiper. But be- 
lieve me, I'm going to be listening to that 
program." 

"Golly, I sure hope you win!" said Wicky. 
"And speaking of radio,' does this thing 
work?" He held up a small, rather dusty micro- 
phone from which a long wire was dangling. 

"For goodness sakel Where did you find 
that?" 

"In the attic." 

"My. my, that sure brings back memories. 
Why, I had that before you were born. Had 



a lot of fun with it, too." 

"Does it work?" repeated Wicky. 

"I expect so. Let's try it." He took the 
microphone from his son and sent the boy to 
fetch a screwdriver and pliers. He removed 
the back of the radio and after a little fum- 
bling was able to attach the microphone wire. 
"It's been . so long since I've done this I'm 
not sure if I've got it right," he said. He held 
the mike to his lips and said, "Good evening, 
Mr. and Mrs. America and all the ships at 
sea!" The same words boomed from the loud- 
speaker and Wicky danced with glee, shout- 
ing, "It works! It works!" 

"Shh!" hissed Mr. Burke. "Don't make such 
a racket. I'll slip into the next room. Then 
you call mother in here from the kitchen, and 
we'll play a little joke on her." He moved 
away, carrying the microphone and trailing 
the long wire behind him. Wicky yehed, "Oh, 
Mom, can you come in here a minute?" 

His mother entered the room, drying her 
hands on her apron. Some soft dance music 
was coming out of the radio. "What is it, 
son?" asked Mrs. Burke. "What do you 
wa ..." 

She paused, attentive. The music had 
stopped, and from the radio came the words: 
We interrupt this program to bring you 
a special news bulletin. Mrs. W. T. Burke 
has just won first prize for the best home- 
made cake at the Ladies Auxiliary Cake 
Sale. 

"Oh, my goodness!" cried Mrs. Burke. "I 
forgot all about that sale. It's tonight. I must 
fly!" 

Wicky's jaw dropped open, but he couldn't 
speak before she had rushed out of the room 
and up the stairs. A moment later Mr. Burke 
came in. He had left the mike in the other 
room. "How'd it go?" he whispered, grinning. 

"Golly," said Wicky, "it reminded her that 
there is a cake sale, and she went out of here 
like a shot. Will she ever be surprised when 
she finds out she didn't win the prize!" 

Mr. Burke frowned. "Well, it's all right to 
do a little kidding, but we don't want her to 



be disappointed and embarrassed. When she 
comes down, we'll explain that it was just a 
small joke." 

But presently they heard the car start. Mrs. 
Burke had gone down the backstairs and 
directly to the garage. "Oh, my goodness!" 
he exclaimed. He hadn't expected his innocent 
joke to get so far out of hand. 

Mr. Burke started reading the newspaper, 
listening only indifferently to the soft radio 
music. Wicky and O'Shawnessy, meanwhile, 
had slipped into the room where the micro- 
phone was hidden. Wicky picked up the mike 
and spoke, making his voice as low as he 
possibly could : 

We interrupt this program to bring you 
a special news bulletin from Washington. 
The President of the United States has 
just appointed Mr. W. T. Burke as Su- 
preme Justice of the Supreme Court. 
For some doggy reason, O'Shawnessy didn't 
like the idea of his master talking at the metal 
disk. He began barking in protest. Both the 
special news bulletin and the bristling barks 
came through the radio at Mr. Burke's side. 
He laughed, "No use, son! O'Shawnessy gave 
you away! I don't think even in Washington 
they allow dogs in the broadcasting studios." 

Wicky decided there was no use to try to 
fool his father. He left the microphone and 
went quietly up to his own room to struggle 
with some homework. O'Shawnessy curled up 
on the parlor floor near Mr. Burke's feet. Mr. 
Burke read for awhile, then the paper slipped 
to his lap, and he began to doze. He was dozing 
when the Phone and Fortune program began. 
He was snoring a little later when, after a 
fanfare, the announcer said, "And now it is 
my privilege to announce the winner of our 
dog hew letter writing contest. Are you ready 
to offer him your congratulations, Fido?" 

An animal imitator stepped to the studio 
microphone and said, "Rouf ! Rouf ! Rouf !" 
He sounded exactly like a dog barking. The 
announcer chuckled, "Fido is our mascot, 
folks. We never award a prize without his 
approval. And now for the name of our lucky 
winner — he is Mr. W. T. Burke!" 

The sound of his own name half-wakened 
Mr. Burke. He listened as the announcer con- 
tinued, "Mr. Burke is entitled to the first prize 
of a brand new automobile and a year's supply 
of dog food !" 

"Rouf! Rouf! Rouf!" barked the Fido imi- 
tator. 

Mr. Burke smiled drowsily and thought, 
"Wicky's trying to fool me again, but O'Shaw- 



nessy won't let him." He fell asleep and was 
snoring when the announcer continued, "But 
remember this, Mr. Burke! According to the 
contest rules you must phone the studio right 
away to be eligible for the prize. Are you 
listening?" 

Mr. Burke was not. He was snoozing. 

He awakened a little later to hear the an- 
nouncer saying, "This is your last chance, 
Mr. Burke. You have only a few minutes left 
in which to phone. Isn't that right, Fido?" 

"Rouf! Rouf!" said Fido. 

Mr. Burke sat up with a start. His eyes 
blinked as he saw O'Shawnessy lying at his 
feet, growling back at the radio dog. 

"Oh, my goodness!" exclaimed Mr. Burke, 
leaping from his chair. "That wasn't a joke. 
It's really the Phone and Fortune program 
Oh, I hope I'm not too late!" He rushed to the 
phone and dialed quickly. Nothing happened. 
He jiggled the receiver. An irritated voice 
told him, "Get off the line! This line's in use." 

"Matter of life and death !" panted Mr. 
Burke. "Let me have the line for just one 
minute. Please I" He heard a receiver slam 
angrily. He dialed again, but in such haste 
that he got a wrong number. Then he got a 
busy signal. Then he heard the radio saying, 
*'. . . tune in again next week for another 
frolic with Phone and Fortune. Good night, 
folks." 

He was still sitting dejectedly by the phone 
when Mrs. Burke entered the front door. He 
looked up and said, "Darling, I'm sorry about 
the little joke I played on you. I've learned 
my lesson and . . ." 

But she seemed to be paying no attention 
to him. She gave him a big hug and cried, 
"Darling, isn't this our lucky night, though." 
Wicky had just come downstairs and his 
mother gave him a big hug, too, saying, "Aren't 
you proud of me, son? I got first prize for 
the best cake, just like the radio said, though 
I can't imagine how they found out about it 
in time." 

"That's fine," said Mr. Burke, gloomily. "But 
I lost a new auto and a year's supply of dog 
food." 

£^WJB7HY, no you didn't!" laughed Mrs. 

WW Burke. "I heard the Phone and For- 
tune program on the car radio. As soon as I 
heard you had won, I parked the car, ran into 
a drugstore, phoned the station, and told them 
we were all listening, just as the rules require. 
I was sure you were. So you won the car and 
everything! Isn't that lucky?" 

"Lucky is the word!" said Mr. Burke. 
THE END 



WHEN IT COMES TO BLOWING BUBBLES, FLEER? DUBBLE BUBBLE CANT IE BEAT/ 




NOW ACHIEVED FOR 
THE FIRST TIME! 


A HANDLE BAR THAT'S A PERFECT SHOCK ABSORBER 
GIVING A «OST COMFORTABLE, SAFE-FLOATING RIDE 


SPRING 
HANDLEBARS 








ff ■•RING 


\ 

LEMENT 


ALL SHOCKS ABSORBED 
UNBREAKABLE 
FITS ANY IKTCLI 
UNKNDAI1! 



The GAZOA Spring Hcnt/lebor tor Bkycle — Mot 
cycle with its high quality itee/ spring e/emenf, 
scientifically designed to eliminate all shocks c 
vi'lWroni to the rider which even the most exp 

SAFETY • COMPOST • SMAI 

(ASK FOR GAZDA Spring Hondlebors 



tive Spring Fork cannot do. This magic po'enW 
Spring Element is enclosed in a rustproof high polished 
flenibfe CHrTOMI.NUM 9ar, giving imodnesi 1o 
every Bicycle — Motorcycle. 

SS • FOR ONLY S4 9S POST PAID 

ioiorbili« — Wotorcytlt-oiv. Mal« i Med»ll 



BACK ■ 



MAIL COUPON 



^ H these h 



100% MOMS 

Guarantee i 

fbors do no) prove to be j 
d most comfortable you * 
with, vour monev will b* ' 



AMERICAN OCTANATOR CORF. 



